SAFE CVSTODY
The way to the dungeons was shut by two mighty
doors, the one at the head of the stairway and the other
half way down. The moment we had opened the
first we could hear the sound of water—water other
than that of the castle fall. Indeed, it was clear that
some substantial cascade was falling within the
dungeons, for the uproar was that of water which
tumbles within a cave. When we opened the second
door, this truth leaped out with the roar of a pent-up
beast and a bitter chill smote upon us, like the rude
breath of Death himself.
I have often pitied such captives as were no doubt
in time past conducted this dreadful way. I hope
they were few, for the stoutest heart must have
quailed before the awful greeting which issued out of
this jail: the darkness and the bellow of the water
and the unearthly chill were big with hideous promise,
and I can conceive men turning lunatic on being thrust
down by turnkeys to such a doom.
Before we descended further, Hubert and Stiven
went back to fetch us coats to put on against the cold,
and whilst they were gone, I wedged the great door
open with a block which I found in the kitchen which
.was close to the head of the stair. This was the
ancient kitchen which served the original castle, but
was now no longer in use.
The hand-lamp the steward had brought us was
the one my great-uncle had used: it was fitted with a
fine reflector which must have near doubled its light.
We had, therefore, no fear of falling or of coming to
any harm, and as soon as my cousin was back, I led
the way down the stair.
This brought us into a chamber some thirty feet
square, but, though the noise was now deafening,
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